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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

“It was very considerate of the younger Members of the Family to serenade Papa, but it would have been more prudent had they let him know first what 
they proposed doing. Poor Papa has always shown a strange aversion to Christmas Carols, gud in his old age he does not seem to have changed. Bill 
Higgins and Evelina were obliging with ‘ Queen of My Heart? and had just got to‘ Why shotld we wait till to-morrow ?’ when the street door opened, and 
Papa, without louking, emptied the contents of a jug of cold water over the party. I don’t expect the Twins will live through the week.”—Tootsie. 


A NIGHT AT 


ING Q Ace: 


THE MURDEROUS MARCHIONESS. 


MADEMOISELLE MARGUERITE D'AUBRAY is described as 
being “remarkable for the sprightliness of her mind and 
the graces of her person. er figure was slight and wel: 
formed, and her features regular and beautiful; while the 
mildness of her manners, and the tranquility that sat on her 
brow, gave indications of a spirit unruftled by any of the 
stormier passions of humanity.” So much for her outward uf 
bss seal a but there came a time when it came to be said 1 } 
of her that “the world, ancient and modern, does not seem } 
to offer anything more flagitious or fiendish than did this ‘ , 
woman.” 

She married, at an early age, a man of rank and fortune— 

a cavalry officer, the Marquis De Brinvilliers—and brought j! 
him a large fortune, the greater part of which he squandered | P » 
' 


) 


in debauchery, Among her many lovers, the Marchioness 
most favoured one Captain Sainte-Croix, but the husband 
treating the matter with indifference, her father, Monsieur 
d’Aubray, interfered, and obtaining a lettre-de-cachet, for 1i & 
awhile locked the young man up. Very soon, however, he ' 
obtained his release, renewed his intercourse with the Mar- 
Q chioness, and imparted to her certain. knowledge he had ' 
me = vv OS™ acquired of a fellow-prisoner, named Exili, concerning the 
eta —— ma Pain a wet ttes 8- Renccction of deadly Poisons. Animated by cupidlity sods ; 

1. “Pantomimes are all very well, Mand,” said 2. “ Haven" looked at her long enongh, pa?” 3. “This part of the ‘ormance ts ridiculous desire for vengeance, the gu! ty pair then determined t : 
Major Grumps to his danghter Sines totter- “fh? whate wh y, would you believe it! "Twas Maud. Oh "Cemack, pati rata ee eh this?” “Oh, poison Marguerite’s father, brothers, and sister, and obtain i) 
jug, my dear ; they're tottering.” going to sleep with the glasses fixed.” it's part of the pantomime—tottering, pa, tottering.’ possession of their property. The Marchioness, with 
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ineanceivably cold-blooded cruelty, set about the trial of her deadly 
drugs upon other unhappy persons previous to operating on her 
own relations. She poisoned biscuits, and gave them to beggars. 
She visited the hospitala, and administered the drugs to the 
patients, She gave a dose to her Iady’s-maid, who, however, after 
suffering great agony, recovered, Once, by mistake, she allowed a 
number of guests to partake of a pigeon pie which she had poisoned. 
Several of the guests died, and one of the party lingered on in great 
suffering for two or three years, The extent of the mischief she 
did no one could calculate, for no one ever suspected her, 

Having satisfied herself by these experiments, she began upon 
her father, and administered to him a series of small doses, causing 
him dreaiful agony. Ile lingered awhile and died. She then 
poisoned her two brothers without being sus ted. ; 

The sister was to be the next victim, and on her life the Mar- 
chioness made several attempts, but it is supposed that they were 
secretly frustrated by Sainte-Croix, who objecteu to the removal of 
further obstacles to his marriage with Marguerite, he being averse 
toa formal uniea with so dangerous a woman, It 8s impossible, 
however, to say how many more crimes the pair would have com- 
mitted, but in the mid career of their guilt, death struck down 
Sainte-Croix, One day in his laboratory, when engaged in mixing 
& poison, the glass mask he wore fell from his face, and the deadly 
fumes from the furnace over which he was standing, killed him on 
the spot, 

The authorities took possession of his effects, among which was 
a casket containing some sealed packets of drugs, and an open 
p per containing solemn instructions to those who should find it to 
convey the casket to the Marchioness should she be alive when the 
writer died, otherwise it vas to be destroyed ; and there were also 
found some compromising letters and a promissory note for 
30,000 livres in the Marchioness’s handwriting. The authorities 
refused to give the casket up, and the guilty woman, losing no time, 
tied to Flanders, and took refuge in a convent, whither a detective 
otticer, one Desgrais, followed her in disguise. 

Desgrais, in the habit of a fashionable abbé—being a handsome 
young fellow, and making hot love to the fair recluse—tempted 
her without the walls of ter sanctuary, and ina moment she was 
svized by his agents and hurried back to Paris, On the way she 
tried to choke herself by swallowing a pin and a piece which 
she bit out of a glass, but was prevented. After being brought 
to trial, she suffered the torture of the rack and the question by 
water, but denied that she had any accomplice. She was sentenced 
to be beheaded, and her body burnt. 

On the 17th of July, 1676, she was led from prison in a shift with 
a rope round her neck, and conveyed to Notre Dame, by way of 
public penance, after which she was put into a cart and carried to 
execution, She mounted the scaffold firmly and unaided, “ Her 
miserable little body,” says Madame De Sévigné, “ was thrown Seon 
a great fire and burnt to ashes,” Her head was burnt also. In her 
possession, when captured, was found a full confession of all her 
crimes and debaucheries, which began when she was a little child. 


* * * * * * 

“ Billiam,” babbled the Blue-Eyed Babelet, “what was the ques- 
tion by water?” 

“They tied ‘em on toa wooden bench on their backs as uncom- 
fortably as they could manage, and shoved a horn down their 
throats, and sper three or four quarts of water into ‘em slowly, 
till they swelled out like balloons.’ 

“Was it plain water, or was there a drop of the unsophisticated 
to take off the chill?” 

“Plain, of course. Why?” 

“1 was thinking if it was done to Poor Pa, that’s all.” 

( Next week,“ The Hummums Hubbub.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot ntee tu 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
Queries—particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course. Correspondents wishing their MSS. 
or Sketches to be returned should enclose stamps for that 


purpose, 


TROMBONE. — No, change of address does not disquelvy you 
in any way.—FE. F.—Dr. Smith's Principia would sutt you; 
as to the * Present,” you must apply week after week tili you are 
suocessful,——DA1sY.—TIt serves you right, you cannot blame him ; 
we ourselrvs know a Daisy, and she often acts an, and we feel, oh! 
so—but there, you know all about it, don’t you ?—ALICE 
COLYER (“The Swallow's” Nest, near Eastbourne).—Not much 
Jonger.——CEMNS.—No use.——R. R. L, H.— Yes, tt is ahout time 
you were made happy.—E. W. A. (Pretoria Avenue, Waltham- 
stow).-- Yes to all uf your questions.—B, HARVEY (23 Norland 
Road, Necth).—Lost your chance! No, of course not,———HaRoLD 
TAYLOR (Battersea).— Fairly well drawn for a boy, Thanks.— 
J. RKeEacH (Dover).— You were in a hurry; but now be happy, 
your contribution to the “ Relics” has been received and placed in 
a prominent position ——J. M. C.—Yes.—-OLD TRAPFORD,—Do 
as you please in the matter; it makes no difference, ——NEws- 
AGENT.— Yiu surely don't think that because you have applied 
threr times for a Watch that you have been badly treated ? Great 
Scott! Why, you must apply week after week till you are lucky, 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largrst Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in Great Britain, 


Forwarded toany part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Onited States of America, post-Sree : 
3 Months, 18. &d.;4 Months. 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIFS,” 99 SHOR LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C- 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and RBooksctlers’, at 20 ecntimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Ruz DF LA BANQUE, 


£1:1:0 
And the“SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” till be given for the 


BEST PROPHECY FOR 1889. 


Political Praphecics will be disqualified, and all Competitions 
must be sent in on Post-Cards, Address— 
“MOTHER SHIPTON,” 
“THD SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, F.C. 
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“T SHOULD never call Dr. Bolus in,” exclaimed Hopper. “Why, 
he’s only fit for a pig doctor.” ‘“ How's that?” inquired Obar:, 
“Why, you know with pigs they kill them first and cure them 
afterwards,” 2 

* 


“THERE'S good in everything if you only look for it,” observed 
Jolliboy to his uncle, who was suffering from the gout. “ Humph! 
I shou'd like to know what good there is in this—(something)— 

out.” “Why, for one thing,” said Jolliboy, “ yon never get any 
dreams when you have it.” “No, because I never get any 
sleep!” *\* 


“Ts it true, I wonder,” observed Spoffins, “that turtles’ eggs are 
hatched out by the sun?” “ Yes, I believe so,” remarked Spiffins, 
“Then I suppose it would be done by the artfing sun, wouldn't it?” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 243.—The “ Moorland ” Costume. 
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THE REASON WHY. 
She. How tall you are, George! 
He. Yes; you—er—see I'm—er—an 
only child, 


state of affairs con‘ 
result of one post, 


THOSE CHILDREN AGAIN. 


Mother, Take your hands out of Mr. Jones's pockets, children. 
Eua, Ob! but you always search pa’s pockets, ma, dear | 
[How poor ma blushed. 


SLOPER ON THE WAR PATH. | 

Girls, beware ! for the ancient one | 
will never be denied his Yuletide 
rights while the good old flag flies 
and mistletoe is found, 


WHY? 

Wall Flower, Now [ wonder why no 
one axks me to dance. I'm sure lines 
experienced a dancer as any here. 

(Haul too long experience, perhaps. 


oie 


[Saturday, December 22, 1888, 


“Yes, 1 swore off for nigh a twelvemonth last year,” ani 
cadaverous carpontet. in . hatha menor, “and acer 
upon ten pound by it; but | was 'bliged to take to it agi 
should have spent the bloomin’ lot in a funeral.” mee 

** 


- 

“I'vE got something here, and, if you take away the half, it's 
worth twice as much,” observed Jones, “Give it up,” said Sinith 
“It’s half a sovereign,” chuckled Jones, ‘ 

.* 


= 

Younc Robinson sings in the choir at St. Ananins, and after 
service last Sunday he was introduced to the lovely Miss Sweetlips 
“I thought you sang in the choir, Mr. Robinson,” said the beauty ; 
“but [did not notice you.” “I sang solo,” answered Robinson, 
pe: “Ah, that must have been the cause,” observed the young 
lady ; “you sang so low that we could not hear you!” 5 
a 


* 
“OH, how ean you say that T talk with my teeth, 
When | know that | talk with my tongue? 
Your ignorance really surpasses belief, 
All you've learnt to the winds has been flung.” 


“My dearest young lady, don’t put yourself out, 
There really is nothing the matter; 

Allow me to ask what your teeth are about, 
When in the cold weather they chatter?’ 


* 

AT an afternoon tea last week the conversation was respecti 
the vicar, who had just joined the great majority Abingrigeey’ 
noticed that the curate was deep ina reverie, “Ah, he's thinking 
of the dead,” remarked Jones, in a whisper, “More likely to be 
thinking of the liring,” replied Smith, ; 

| ed 


* 

“TIF there is one thing I dislike more than another,” exclai 
young Chancery Lane, “it isa liar!” “What?” cried his friewh 
“and youa lawyer?” “Oh, but that’s only in the way of business ! 
I'm talking of private life.” ee 

* 


Britisher (to American traveller). 1s it true, sir,as I have heard 
that the gentlemen in your country swear a geat deal ? : 
American, No, sir, it isa mistake! Gentlemen don’t swear in 


any ceuntry, ae 


* 


THE O'Flaherty came into the “Sloper Arms” a few evenings 
Seo wet scion, “ Bedad, o 48 ee ige in ving rain, and Oi’in 
whet through! Give mea point of bitter, miss, if you plaze, Oi’ 
that droy Oi could drink a river droy.” eee oe 

= 
= 


Mrs. CLUMBERBUMP received a county court summons a few 
weeks ago, and on showing it to her solicitor, he explained that 
she must acknowledze the debt “five clear days before the day 
fixed for hearing.” “Five clear days in December!” exclamed 
the old lady indignantly ; “ why, it’s | viiasiaed dericulous to expect 
such a ap ape time of the year. 1 believe as how they only pe 
it to run folks into unne’ss'ry expenses,” 

.* 


= 
A CHRISTMAS night was falling fast, 
As on his way to dine, there passed 
A youth, who bore ’midst snow and ice 
A coloured card with strange device, 
“'Tis Christmas tide.” 


“Try not the wine,” the old man said, 
“Or I shall pity your r head ; 
Beware the goose, fat from the hutch, 
And of roast beef don’t eat too much 
At Christmas tide, 


“Bewnre the mince-pie’s unctuous crust, 
To your poor stomach pray be just. 
And shun the pudding boiled or fried.” 
To which that clarion voice replied, 
“Tis Christmas tide.” 


Next morning this r guest was found 
Lying helpless on the ground, 
e murmured, in a husky tone, 
“T wish I'd left the punch alone 
*,* At Christmas tide.” 


MR. PENHECKER went to his lawyer a few days to tell him 
that some unplenaantness had arisen between his wife and himself. 
in consequence of that amiable lady having kicked him out of bed. 
“Well, ves,” observed the solicitor, “this time of the year one cau 
hardly feel surprised at that having caused a coulness,” 

. 


* 

“Mamma, why do artists call the big doll that they have for 
drawing from a lay tigure?” asked a knowledge-seeking child. 
“ Because when they have done with it they can day it ou one side, 
my dear, until they require it again.” 


* 
Country Cousin.—And how did you like our service, Robert? 
Town Cousin.—Why, to tell you the truth, old man, 1’ afraid 
that 1 went to sleep. 
Country Cousin.—You did! Why I thonght that Ze D-um was 
maguiticent, 
non Cousin.—Strange! It was the tedium that sent me to sleep. 


~ 

“WHAT are yon doing there in the panty: Joe?” demanded an 

angry mother, “ Nothin’, mother,” rephed her dutiful son, “Then 

leave otf at once, sir, or L'il tell your father when he comes home. 
= * 


s . 
“ARE you going out, father?” inquired young Sharpshins. 
“Take care you don’t get wet feet.” “Wet fret?” exclaimed the 
old man. “Why, l’ve got my new boots on! What do you mean / 
“I thought you might, for | could hear a creck in your boots. 
* 
= 
A youxG man was fast, and they called him a rake ; 
“ Now, really,” he said, “this is quite a mistake, 
My sire was the rake for collecting most keen, | 
But you ought to call me the sowing machine. 
* 


bd . 

“Tr’'s a good thing,” said a man on a tram car, “that conductor's 

a car man—calm man.” “Yes, considering how often theres @ 

break down,” returned the person addressed, “1 must say that ] 

think it’s very unfair, that, though 1 pay the money, my ticket gets 
the punch,” + 


“Tam very proud of my regiment, sir,” declared 8 a age of 
militia, “and I can assure you that they are all ,triec hice 
“Judging by their hangdog looks, captain, if they’re not they 
ought to be,” observed a cynical acquaintance, 


3 : ” 
“TI CALL the present fashion of doing the hair a most silly one 
observed a young lady who looks best with her hair down, 
don’t see how you can make that out, dear; | think it most becom- 
ing,” said her sister, whom the present fashion suits. * Well, you 
can’t deny that it shows an ape—a nape.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


” 

The next picture offered to the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Hap-HOutpay 
is a large oil painting by W. B. WOLLEN, measuring 6ft. Gin. x Sft.,ina a 
some pot frame, representing the Storming of the Motee Mahal, Lucknow, 
and the 


HEROIC DEED OF CAPTAIN (NOW VISCOUNT) WOLSELEY. 


All that has to be done ta to male ONF APPLICATION ONLY, by sending ae 
Envelope with this announcement enclosed, together with the “wme @ 
Address of the Applicant, any time before December 31st. 

Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,’ 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C 


*®,° This Picture will shortly be on View. 


Bema 


Saturday, December 22, 1888.] 


_— 


TOOTSIE’S MERRY CHRISTMAS. 


—e 


CHRISTMAS EVE.—“ Yet once again,” says Poor Pa, “’tis merry 
The brokers are in, and have schedd'led the 
ancestors. The gas-meter has been taken away, the water is cut off, 


Christmas-time.” 


A sham snowstorm. 
and what we require for domestic purposes has to be baled out of 


the lake in Battersea Park, in the tin pail, by Alexandry, whilst the 
park-keeper isn't looking. The man has been with the coals, and, 
wanting faith, has taken them away again, and the “ Unsweetened ’ 
is exhausted. But still,“'’Tis a r heart that never rejoiceth.” 

Poor Pa, as may be observed, is in his usual spirits. I have 
eye had a few words with Bob, as to things generally, and he 
wants his letters and presents back again. have contined my 
reply to one word only—“ Likely !" and Poor Pa is thinking whom 
he can borrow the price of aretainer of, before he calls on Sir Charles 
Russell, As yet he hasn't thought of anyoue, but he is still thinking. 


* * * * * * 

CHRISTMAS Morn.—“ Still,” says Poor Pa, “ ‘tis merry Christmas- 
time, only cheerfulier.” 

Previous to Poor Pa's quite thinking of someone to borrow Sir 
Charles's retainer of, Bob came back with the coals, gas-meter and 
turncock. We are 5 = connected with the main, and Ma is light- 
ing the copper fire. Poor Pa, Mr. McNab and the broker's man are 
Soaing © For Auld Lang Syne. We'll tak’ahiccup.” We are begin- 
ning the day well, May it lust, 1 have temporarily forgiven Bob. 

* 


* * * * . 

The Dook Snook says, with enthusiasm, “ Give me snow at Christ- 
mas.” Nobody 
does give it him, 
of course, 80 he 
buys a second- 
hand snow- 
storm of the 
property-man 
ata big theatre, 
and Alexandry 
and Master 
Higgins, from a 
top window, 
sprinkle it over 
him and Lardi 
and me under 
an umbrella in 
the back garden. 
“It do look 

Christmassy,” 

says Mae «# «# 

ime rolls on, 
and the pudding 
is cooked. (Bob 
brought home a 
ready-made 
one.) Theturk- 
vty (Bob might 
have bought a 
bit bigger one, 
as Ma very 
justly observes) 
18 smoking on 
the table, as 
is also the : 
ronst beef. Bob says grace (which Poor Pa thinks, and I can't help 
agreeing with him, is, under the circumstances, hardly in good taste 
for him to do), and then, as Mr. McNab and Mr. McGooseley, who 
has a'so dropped in, say, we “fall to,” and Poor Pa carves. 

When he has got off the breast and one leg, Uncle Boftin, Aunt 
Higgins and Eveliny, casually, as it were, turn up, but say they have 
dined, and would rather look on. Ma says she can’t “abear” any- 
one doing that while she eats, so, to oblige Ma, they take their 
ape and eat more than anyone; and as we are a bit crowded. 

ob and the broker's man take their dinner at a side table. f 

When the cloth is removed, Mr. McGooseley makes a waseail 
bowl no one can drink, it tastes so truly awful, and Billiam and 
Alexandry bring in the Yule log, which, as it turns out to be Aunt 
Higgins's apple-tree they have sawn down, Auntie has the first cry 
of the evening, and scores well. en 

Sports and pastimes are now introduced, by Poor Pa sitting 
down under the mistletoe, and pretending to be asleep ; and when 
Lardi kisses him, Ma has her cry, and says, “ Times have changed,” 
and she would be better dead and buried. After this, we try 
more sports and pastimes, and ronson 4 dresses up a ghost, 
and frightens Nellie so, she faints on the glasses in a corner, 
and Eveliny has hysterics, and breaks some other things. 


The baunted chamber. 


Under the mistletoe bough. 


About this time, Poor Pa begins to get into low spirits again,and 
says he feels he is not long for this world, and Billy says it gives him 
the horrors to go on listening to so much of this sort of thing ; and 
then the broker's man bursts out crying, and Bob says he'll punch 
the broker's man’s head, if he don’t drop it. On this, everybody 
rounds on Bob, The evening doesn't look promising, so far. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY., 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


Cus out and fill inthe Label printed below, and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperics,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, B.C, 


*SLOPER” WATCH 
COMPETITION. 


“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” December 22nd, 1888, 
Name... 
Address . 


THB 


Occupation, if any 


How many times applied 


How long a Purchaser °f} 
the “Half-Holiday" }— 


The list for this weck's Competition will close on Wednesday 
erening nert, December 26th, 1888, The Ivsult of the ¢ ‘om petition of 
December Vth, 1888, will be published in the“ HaLy-HOLIDAY" for 
Decembcr 29th, 1888. 


124th WEEK. 
RESULT OF DECEMBER 8th COMPETITION. 


The following Twenty Applicants have been awarded 


““SsLOPER” WATCHES :=- 


1, FRANK HEATH, Chairman, Metropolitan Music Hall, Edgware Road. 
Age, 34 years. Subscriber, 3 years. . INDON. 

2 EDWARD RICHARDS, Footman, 65 Eaton Square. Age, 26 in Sub- 
ecriber—over 3 ycars. NDON. 

3. A. S. SIMMONS, Tobacconist, 104 Paradise Street, Rotherhithe. Age, 36 
years. Subscriber--since July, 1884. LONDON. 

4. THOMAS RAWBONE, Post Office Clerk, Church Street. Age, 23 years. 
Subscriber—since commencement. _ ATHERSTONE, 

5. THOMAS ERSKINE, Meuical Student, 54 Israel Street. Age, 28 years. 
Subscriber—over 34 years. . BELFAST. 

6. NELSON TOLMAN, Dock Labourer, 64 Berry Street. Age 56 years. 
Subseriber—3 years, § months. BOOTLE. 

7. WALTER FRY, Post Office Clerk, Post Office. Age, 22 years. Sulxcriber 
—2 years, 9 months. CHIPPENHAM. 

8 WALTER HENRY HILL, Carriage Cleaner, S.E.R. 17 Wilson strect, 
Age, 31 years. Subscriber—3 years, 50 weeks. DEPTFORD. 

9, CHARLES JAMES STONESTREET, Chimney Cleaner, 62 Dene street. 
Age, 27 years. Subscriber—3 years, 19 weeks. DORKING. 

10. PERCY SHAW, Carpenter and Joiner, 1 Alpha Cottages, Chase Side. 
Age, 19 Fits Subscriber—over 24 years. ENFIELD. 

11, WILLIAM HOLDEN, Kallway Guard, Malvern Common, Axe, 34 years. 
Subscriber—2 years. GREAT MALVERN. 

12. GEORGE TUTCHINGS. Labourer, 2 Church Park Cottages. Age, 47 
years, Subseriber—2 years. KINGSWEAR. 

13. BETSY CLARKE, Cook, The Vicarage. Age, 20 years. Subscriber—since 
commencement, LILBOURNE, 

14. FRANK C. BUOOTES, Assistant, 12 Romney Place. Age, 22 years. Sub- 
seriber—4 years. MAIDSTONE. 

15. W. H. SIMPSON, Railway Clerk, S.E.R. Inquiry Office, 18 Parade. Age, 
29 years, Sunscriber—since July, 1886. MARGATE. 

16. H. A. WIDDOWSON., Clerk, Canadian Pacide Railway. Age, 19 years. 
Subscriber—4 years. MONTREAL (Can.). 

17, EDWARD CUNDALL, Schoolboy, care of R. Cundall. Ago, 15 years. 
Subscriber—over 3 ycars. POCKLINGTON. 

18. WM. WADSWORTH, Clerk, Northgate House. Ago, 18 peur. Subscriber 


—3 years. i 
19. C. SIMON, Postman, Hundleby Road. Age, 35 years. ee 


weeks. 
20, HAROLD A. TAYLOR, Clerk, 4 Richmond Terrace. Age. 13 years. 
Subscriber—over 4 yours. WHITEHAVEN. 


SLOPER’S SOCIAL SONNETS. 
No. 9.—GILEs 1N Town. 


WHEN I come up at Christmas week, 
The beasts to take, zur, to the Show. 

I think, zur, as to how I'd speak 
If I'd been taught to speak, yer know, 


Of course it’s foine in Lunnon town 
The great and small, zur, for to see— 
Them what's up and them what's down; 

It’s all a wonder, zur, to me. 


1 hears how times is orful bad, 
And no one’s got a chance to live ; 
Yet folks seem jolly far from sad— 
Leastways, them with coin to give. 


The swells I sce in coaches ride, 

The poor ‘uns tramp it, zur, afoot ; 
The sight o’ them I can’t abide 

In Lunnon town, as black as soot. 


I hears how Lunnon's paved with gold— 
I only seed it paved with mud ; 
I'd sooner be out in the cold, 
A-workin’ with my spade and spud. 
Id sooner rise, zur, up at five; 
I'd sooner work out in the dykes ; 
I'd sooner bless my heart alive 
Than be like them what’s on the strikes, 


I'd sooner live in my poor cot, 

What’s thatched not overgodd with straw, 
Than live in slums where fever's got, 

And draughts is whistlin’ cruel raw, 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” the 
services of aGrapholoaist of arcat skill and talent hare heen engaged. Readers 
destring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usnal sionature,and accompanied by a stamped addressed 
enveloye (with the writer's own address), Ali letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
Ansicera will be posted dtrect to the addresses riven on Enreloper, No notice 
will be taken of any communication nat complying with the abore requlations. 
Ansiers cannot be guaranteed within fourteen days, but wilt be forwarded 
as early as posstble. 
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"MIMA. 


—_—>—. 


In short skirts or cap Arata asa Dresden shepherdess or a 
Chains shepherd, as a dashing hussar ora siilor dressed in blue, 
with the most ’ 


killing of hate, | ie 


and the daintiest j 
of pumps with 
heels to them— 
well, was simply 
"Mima, 

There went a 
saying about that 
she was the 
daughter of a rip- 
ping swell — her 
ittle hands and 
feet, aud her deli- 
cate ears, no 
doubt, were’ 
proofs of aristo- 
cratic parentage, 
though Bobby 
Saltbars, who was 
an earl's nephew, 
and as hopefull 
in love with 
*Mima as he was 
hopelessly in 
debt, said that the 
most patrician 
women were the 
paint and cited 
his own family to 
prove it. 

Bobby was a 
cheerful soul, but a 
at times he looked a little down, Behind his beautiful shirt- 
fronts lurked the man of anxiety. 

Bobby was woudering how much longer the Jews would keep 


quiet. 

And then he went and confided his woes to’Mima. They had 
a little supper together after the show at the “ Merriment” was 
over. I don't think it was always Bobby who paid for the 
grilled lobstera and the champague. : 

And so it went on, until the “ Israelite came down like a wolf on 
the fold,” as Bobby said. 

*Mima cried. Bobby disappeared. Duly one faithful little heart 
held the secret of his hiding-place. 

“Gentleman to see Miss DS Vigne.” 

“Who is it?" ‘Mima cried to the cali-boy through the keyhole 
of her dressing-room, 

“Looks like a lawyer, mis.” 

Perhaps it might be somebody about Bobby, Those Jews meant 
more mischief. 

*Mima said, “ Bring him along, up here.” 

Of the stuge’ Mima was not so grammatical as she might have been. 


=e 
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A dashing Hussar, 


“You do not 
remember me?” 

“No, Stay !— 
1 do, though ; it’s 
Mr. Crosby, who 
used to come and 
see my poor 
mother when I 
was a little girl.” 
‘Mima threw 
back her bright 
hair, and smiled 
with her pretty 
carmine lips on 
the stranger. 
Then she drew 
back and 
frowned. “I've 
had an idea that 
you might be my 
father, sir,” she 
said, timidly. 

“Hm!” The 
old lawyer looked 
confused. 

“Because you 
; ; always used to 
bring the money,” said ‘Mima, in an apologetic manner. 

“ Your—h'm !—father was a client of maine, my dear young lady,’ 
said Mr. Crosby, “and he—is dead !" 

“I'm sure I——” ‘Mima stopped—*“ My mother would have been 
sorry,” she added. “But they're together now—in Heaven, | 
suppose. 

r. Crosby took snuff, and thought of the old earl and his curious 
death-bed, and how unlikely it was that—— But he did not smile. 


. * od * * * 

“Left me money ?—eight thousand pounds? And he was really, 
really married to my mother?” *Mima sat down on a gilt basket— 
a stage-property—and began to cry. Then she looked up through 
her ware and said with a gulp, * Wh-when will they pay the money 
over, sir 

A fortnight later, Mima received a letter from her beautiful Bobby : 

# My Dear ’Mima” (it used _to be “Darling” once),—“I 
am all Sak er and jolly. Got back everything except the 
screws which been put to omnibus work in Holborn 
during the time 
of my uestra- 
tion, an ren- 
dered utterly un- 
fit for polite so- 
ciety. ‘owever, 
I've got another 
pair —real beau- 
ties—belonged to 
Rothschild! 
Somebody has 
been and paid all 
my debts, [ guess 
it must be my 
cousin, Lady Pen. 
So I have made 
upmy mind to be 
a good boy, and 
settle down; and 
we are to be mar- 
ried next month, 
Ta, ta, little one, 
Ever your friend, 
—Bossy.” 

“ Extraordinary 
girl!” said Mr, 
Crosby, reading a 
letter of *Mima’s, 
“She has frittered 
away that eight 
thousand in a 
coup'e of weeks. : 
Extravagance ran in the Earl of Salthars family, Dear, dear me? 
What has she bought with it, I wonder?” 

Ouly a heartache. Poor ’Mima! 


A little supper. 


“You do not remember mo?” 


ee 
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THE POGGINS FAMILY UP FOR CHRISTMAS. J 


j : 

QUITE RIGHT, DEAR. } 

“Dear, dear, dear! As usual—no one to assist me. Fancy heing 
locked in here all by one's self. I'm sure I would never have 
undertaken the decorating of this horrid tree if I'd known 
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the Vicar wouldn't even send a curate in to help me. Ab, well, 


LL 
1, Waiting to cross, 2. And here they are in the act of crossing. (P. mentally resolves to spend Christmas in London by himself next year.) Tm sure the curates must be very disappointed : 
Se eee = —— a 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


CaP 


BOODLEBY’S CHRISTMAS EXPLOIT. 


ci . 


1. “Mrs. Gumble,” said Boodleby to his house- 


2. After dinner Boodleby took Daisy for a little 3. This Stingimann resented by immediately going 
Prete e and Le rps goose, Daisy, sat down to 


walk,and passed his once friend Stingimann, ‘who home and penning a challenge to Boodleby, and 
ner, “ Christmas soon be on us! D'you know, made some audible remarks touching..B.’s sanity. sending it the infant daughter of his landlady, 
I could never eat goose again.” .“Of course not, Thereupon Boodbeby informed Stingimann he wasa and Mr. Boodleby did not bésitate a moment in 
sir,” Mrs. Gumble replied. contemptible German sausage.’ accepting it. 


No. 57.—MIss MARIE LE BLANC. : 
“Above all other maids she reigns supreme, My own sweet 4. Thi S “4 fell 
P ” “whe Ledehsrt - The combatants met—Stingimann in the duel- 5. And now the fight began in real earnest. Vain]. 6. Suddenly Stingimann staggered and fell. 
ea tun ae aie bana deatlaca —The Doo! oe ne ling garb of his couutry ; but Boodleby merely foffed — Boodleby tried to pierce the padding of his heroes, “Heavens!” cried B., “I have killed him. Speak! 
“My regard for her is rapidly under : ig my co athe tiOR bisa ow Pres As the noe insenera bie —— onmernet who, vy the other hand oe not strike Bie coal = circ ee en —e 
. ly underiuinin * red each other, it occurred to them, after mutua with any degree of success on account of the same. is i it when arness Ws ’ 
Three months ago I was a stout man. —The Fon. Billy, reflection, that it was time to measure swords. ae Boodlehy found that Stingimann had only fainted 


McNAB IN TROUBLE AGAIN. 


P Ay i) a. 
Wy V\ 


Ni ea... 
WW SSS, 


‘1, “Magwumps, git out!” yelled McYankeo to McNab and McParritch, 2. MoNab eaid,“ hame, ye parrot.nosed rhinoserus !” and emphasized his 3. When he came up. McYankee said, “I guess and calculate that McNab | 
who were enjoying themselves on McYankee's loch, renarks with a loose piece of ice, and the Yankee went for them with a leap. a true son 0’ the old chap as keeps the fire ‘ot down below. 
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rnvker-! 


m.. = ly. 
Aye lovely «we 


oW 4 ale Af B. e 
He were Marable 


A .dlenalls spobgurrs Aungany Wolves: 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


A Merry Christmas to you all ; likewise, [ wish you a good, old-fashioned Christmas dinner, plenty of the right sort of wine, and plenty of the right sort of gals, not forgetting the mistletoe, eh? Oh! 
but where there's girls, mistletoe is sure to be. They'll see to that.—The merry skater shouts with glee, And o'er the ice jlits merrilee:—A week in Paris! Whatalark! Two pound ten's about the 


ng mark :—Some boys with pop-guns had some sport ; One proved to be of dangerous sort :—Once a year it comes, ‘tis true ; Sume people say a good jub, too :— Midst plenty starving, as we sce, Can this a 
Ay, Christian country be ?—“ Your ticket, sir, and very quiok.” “What's that? My ticket! Take my stick: "—Hungarian wolves, with angry yelp, Themsclves to daintics quickly help.—1t will not do to 
in waste time now we are fooling round the borders of Christmas, so a tender farewell, my comrades and friends——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 
THE BOSEN TIGHT SETTLES THE QUESTION. 
In the now Quecn’s regulations on saluting naval officers, they state that Jack is to hold the edge of his head-gear with his two forefingers anid thumb, 
as if “about” to tako it off.—Vide Report. 
? 
) 
fel! 
k:" 
ped 
vod 
a 
Hasn't it beens “ Jack,” anid the Admiral First Loru, “Dear me! that’s wrong,” the Admiral “I beg your honour’s pardon,” ead 
haven't “New rules I bring you from the Board, Cried ; “ now observe, good Jack, you shall, Jack, as respectfully he laid | 

On Salutation—note, I — Instead of scraping, don't cher know, His hand upon the other's wrist, 

Jack pulled his lock, and scraped his leg— Take off or touch your headgear, so— “ I've one foretinger to each tist — 
= Yes, pulled his Jock, and scraped his leg. With thumb and two forefingers, so.” Not two, d'ye see, upon each fist.” 


vs The Admiral the parchment tape, “"Tiy strange! Go, call a bosen tight; The boson tight said, smiling bland. 
AN EYE TO BONNET. Says, “I've not read it right, perhaps. We ought to have this matter right. “T've two foretingersh on thish ‘and.” 
Coster, Know Jack &prat, Mr. Mouldy ? He's down with yellow Let's see, where is it? Oh—ah—h'm !— ‘We'll see what he may have to say The First Lord erted, “If that you soy, 
jaunders, and not likely to recover. © Sympathetic Undertaker, Yes—‘ two forefingers and his thumb’— About this rule.” Said Jack, “ Ay, ay!" The Board ts right, thon —gouts, good day— 
Ab! poor fellow. I must send him one of my prico-lists ! —' two foreaingers and bis thumb. T do repent Jack said, “ Ay, ay!” Yes, evidently right. Good day.” 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


WuHo hasn't heard of Snapdragou? Who hasn't enjoyed the 
lark of spurtipg the hot currauts aud raisins into the faces uf those 
who are silly 
enough to get tou 
near the dish, and 
then roar with 
laughter at the 
green faces that 
crowd round 
when the salt is 
thrown in! But 
that is merely 
Snapdragon— 
plain, simple, un- 
adulterated Sna 
dragon. SLOPER 3 
game ia very 
different, SLO- 
PER’S Snap- 
dragon is far more 
luxurious ; it con- 
tains awfully nice 
things to eat, and 
it also contains 
what isa better 
still, money, in 
bank notes, iu 
gold, and in sil- 
ver. Of course 
you will all shout 
together, “Let's 
play at SLUPER'S 
Sicha ead Blan 
then, instead.” So you can, if you like, and by following the 
Eminent’s instructions you will see the word £5v0 in plain letters in 
the flames, and if you wait long enough an unearthly voice from 
under the table will sing the following Christmas Carol to you :— 
Commencing with the “WALY-HOLIDAY” for August 4th, 1838, cus 
out the first paragraph in Pisces sates secre from cach week's 
Beyer, and keep them by you until January 26th, 1889, when you 
will have twenty-sie in your possession, Then post the twenty-air 
cuttings, with “your name and addrrss, to “Sloper’s £500 
Oompetition "“THE StopeRtes,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET 
STREET, LONDON, E.C., and look in the Number for February 2nd, 
1889, fur the name and address of the lucky winner of £500, Don't 
on any account post any of the cuttings until you hace the twenty-sie 
—that is, one from cach week's “HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing 
August 4th, 1883, and ending January 26th, 1839. 


THE daughter of the Austrian Premier, the Countess Mary Taafe 
besides being very pretty is a splendid vocalist. Her beautiful 
PA race voice has been most 
delightfully cultivated. A svlo 
at Mass rendered by her at a 
fashionable place of worship in 
Vienna, on a recent Sunday, was 
listened to with reverent atten- 
tion by a very aristocratic con- 
gregation. we 


As a welcome and_ refreshing 
change after much that is flat, 
stale, and unprolitable in recent 
literature, comes Mr. Thomas Pur- 
nell’s latest volume, “ Dust and 
Diamonds.” Were it not that the 
author is too well known aud ap- 
preciated to need lengthy criti- 
cism, however favourable, much 
might be said in praise of this 
work, without, however, doing 
anything like justice toits interest 
and attraction, “Now is your 
time,” says A, SLOPER, “down 
with the Dust and procure the 
Diamonds.” 5 ¢ 

= 


Mr. E. F. PaGe had a capital 
benetit at the Rosal Cambridge 
Music Hall, the other Thursday. A 
whole host of talent was present 
and A. SLOPER was specially lic 
on. The Eminent was also sat on 
during the evening by a gentle 
little barmaid he attempted to 
kiss without offering to stand a 
drink, But all ended happily. Everyone got tight, as usual. And 
there were innumerable creepings up s' us shves and 
stockings that night. e¢ 

= 


A LAWYER with a tender conscience! Great Scott! what shall 
we hear of next? His name is Thomas Cotter, and he is a leader 
of the Auckland (N.Z.) bar. He refuses to act as counsel for an 
accuse murderer on the ground that, should a conviction be 
secured, he should think that perhaps his line of defence had not 
been the correct one, and that he would be in a measure responsible 
for his client's execution. When ALLY can find time he intends 
visiting the Antipodes, in order to make this lawyer's acquaintance, 
and to induce him to take up “The Sloperies ” work, 


* 
THE inequality of life isa subject that_has been discussed by 
everyone, from the time of Adam and Eve to the time of the 
Eminent and the present 
Mrs. Sloper, and so it will 
be until the last remaining 
soul on earth has gone over 
tothegreat majority. It’sa 
singular thing to realize that 
Providence has ordained that 
one man shall live on the 
fat of the land while another 
shall die in the gutter from 
starvation. Of course one 
can’t divide the sweets and 
sours of life equally all 
round ; but those who have 
all sweets can give a trifle 
to those who have nothing 
but sours. The letters that 
have been sent to the Emi- 
nent, since his appeal in 
“ALLY SLOPER’S CHRIST- 
MAS HOLIDAyYs,” show 
that the wretchedness and 
poverty existing at the pre- 
sent time is awful. So 
come to the rescue, 80Ine of 
you good people, and extend 
the friendly hand of help 
to those who canuot help 
themselves. ** 


THE editors of all Vienna 
comic papers were recently 
hauled up to the office of 
the Public Prosecutor, and 
were warned by that gentieman, in his capacity of Censor of the 
Press, against caricaturing King Milan, either in illustrations, or 
otherwise, on pain of being confiscated. Editors of several non- 
political weekly papers have received the same intimation. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


WE have now arrived within hailing distance of Merry Christ- 
mas, and should, therefore, feel joyful, People who feel otherwise 


will coufer a great boon on mau- ‘pepo 
kind generally by cousuming an LAG cf 
ounce of rat poisou—a sure cure Pas 


fora fit of the bines. Just about ra 


now isa busy time with the girls— 
artful things, girls! Do they, 
while decorating the room, shyly 
hang the mistletue in the least 
couspicuous part of the room! 
Oh, yes of course they do, Who 
would ce oot I to doubt it? Do 
they, if their best young man fails 
to notice the interestiug sprig, 
gigglingly gurgle forth * What 
stupid stuff mistletoe is!” Oh, 
nu! Certainly not. Yes, girls are 
charming creatures, 


* 
“SENT Back by the Angels "and 
“ Poor Folks’ Lives,” 
From Cassell’s and Simpkin 
and Marshall, 
Are books for all lovers, and hus- 
bands and wives, 
Whose love for the real's im- 
partial. 
They are poems by Langbridge 
(whose muse is no myth)— 
A (Lang) bridge that all should 
go over forth with, 
* 


* 

W. H. CReEMER, Jun., of Re- 
gent Street, has sent us a capital 
selection of cosaques and boxes 
of toys. We always have had a 
great admiration for Cremer's 
goods, but most certainly think 
W. H. has eurpassed himself 
this year. The cosaques are of 
entirely original designs, and the toys are well selected, In con- 
clusion, we would advise readers to give Cremer a trial, 


= 
GRATITUDE even in an onion is very pleasant! So Billy Onion 
seemed to think when he went to an East-end police station “to get 
a lodging.” As he was slightly inebriated, he got one—in the cells. 
The magistrate, who has seen poor Billy many times before, let him 
off, and Billy said, “Thank you, sir, for your kindness, not only 
this time, but on many othera.” * 


THERE is a “mad wolf” panic in a certain part of Hungary. 
Nor is this surprising. It seems that several wolves, in an ad- 
vanced state of rabies, have been dashing about attacking the 
villagers in broad daylight. Twenty-two people have already been 
bitten, four of whom have died io ferrible agony. 

» 


ONCE or twice round the clock and Boxing Night is with ua 
again. SLOPER aprears, as usual, in all the pantomimes in London 
and the provinces, the 
clowns paint up their red- 
hot pokersasis theircustom 
to, and “ALLY SLOPER's 
CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” is 
found by every fireside 
where the English lan- 
guage is spoken. The Public oe ~ 
Benefactor takes the op- SATIN 
portalty of thanking Lain 4 

is friends for the support ' ‘ Y 
he has received in his 
Mammoth Enterprise, and 
would wish to point out 
that there are only very few 
copies left; still, these can 
be had, price twopence 
each, post-free threepence, 
direct from “The Sloper- 


ies, ee 
ns 


FANCY a draught having 
the audacity to whistle 
past a judge’s ear! Does 
hot this amount to con- 
tempt of court? Weshould 
think so. It seems that 
while sitting in the Queen's 
Bench Division, recently 
Justice Hawkins expressed 
the opinion that if the 
combined scientific attain- 
ments of all the architects 
in London had to be emplored for the purpose, a worse buildin 
than the Royal Courts of Justice: cout not have been designed. 
His lordship was brought to make these remarks by a draught 
which whistled past his ears. All business was stopped until the 
rude draught was iguominiously chucked. 

s ¢ 


NITARD, an old gentleman residing in Avignon, went to his son's 
bedroom, the other morning, to rouse him up to get married. He 
knocked, and pene ig as answer burst open the door, and found 
him hanging dead. The poor young man had given his heart to 
one young lady, and was that day to have been forced into marriage 
with another. Tootsie thinks there is much heartburning and 
breaking even now-a-days, but poor Nitard, jun., would have done 
better to have steeled his heart tothe inevitable. 


* 

THE beauty of the Spanish royal family is, as every Spaniard 
will allow, the Infanta Eulalia, now four-and-twenty, Eulalia 
married her cousin, the 
Don Antonio le Mont- 
pensier, a somewhat soppy 
young man of two-and- 
twenty, but it is said she 
is a regular tartar to him, 
Eulalia is her mother's 
favourite child, and the 
ex-Queen takes trouble to 
talk of her and praise her 
up, and tell of how her 
« Freingeos ” reminds her 
of her younger days, 


= 
Weare requested by Mr. 

Thioden, of the Paragon 
Theatre, to mention that 
Chevalier Ira Paine, the 
unrivalled and champion 
rifle, pistol, and revolver 
shot of the world opened 
at the Paragon, recently, 
and will appear at taat 
theatre only in London, 

* 


* 

How stupid some men 
are! William Puch took 
a bedroom at the “Spread 
Eagle” Hotel, Manchester, 
stripped himself, put on his night attire, and then, sitting in an 
armchair, shot himself in the right temple with a revolver. He 
had written a letter to his brother, asking that his wife might be 
informed of the event. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING DECEMBER 297TH, 1888, 
—_— 


23rd December, 1792.—A gentleman on board the Skax 
Ardaceer, writing this day, describes the death of a friend of his 
Mr. Munro, with whom and two others he had goue on shore, at 
Sangur Island, to shoot deer, They were just sitting down to lunch 
“when,” he says, “1 heard a roar like thunder, and saw an immens: 
royal tiger spring on the unfortunate Muuro, who was sitting down 
Ina moment his head was in the beast’s mouth, and he rushed into 
the jungle with him with as much ease as I could lift a kitten, tear. 
ing him through the thickest bushes and trees, everything yielding 
to his monstrous strength, 1 fired a musket, and saw the tiger 
stagger. Inafew minutes afterwards, Munro came up to us all over 
blood, and fell. We took him on our backs to the buat. He lived 
twenty-four hours in the extreme of torture. His head and sku/| 


| were all torn and broke to pieces.” 


rd December, 1789.—This day died the Abbé de l'Epée, who 
with the Abbé Sicard, were the great French teachers of the dea: 
and dumb, and laboured — and successfully to establish an 
effective system of instruction for their unfortunate pupils. Justinian 
(529) declared a deaf and dumb person to be legally incapable o/ 
making a will. 


24th December, 1863.—William Makepeace Thackeray, the 
great English novelist, died thisday. One day, as he was walkiiig 
along Wych Street, he passed a group of little street Arabs. One 
little female tatterdemalion looked up at him as he passed, and 
then called out to her younger brother, “ Hi, Archie! d'you know 
who him is? He's Becky Sharp.” Thackeray was astounded tot 
that a little barefooted guttersnipe should know sufficient of his 
writings even to confound him wiih one of his heroines, Oy 
inquiry, he found that the little thing was the child of an actress 
of some education, but insufticient histrionic ability, who had 
gradually come down to sewing trousers for cheap tailors. She tiad 
read one or two numbers of Vanity Fuir, and on a previous occa- 
sion pointed out the author to her daughter. Thackeray found the 
poor woman in a garret, boiling potatoes for her dinner, She had 
not been able to get the whole of Vanity Fair, but only a few oid 
parts, Thackeray sent her a complete set, and something to give a 
relish to her dinner of potatoes, “By Jove!” said Thackeray toa 
friend, “strange as it may seem, that little incident gave me mor 
peatny than if 1 had received a complimentary letter from His 

race the Duke of Devonshire. When your name gets down into 
the slums, that means fame ; you have touched bottom.” 


25th December, 1810.—Amongst the most curivus of re- 
corded wills is that of a Mr. Thomas Tuke, of Wath, near Rotlicr- 
ham, who, dying on this day, bequeathed a penny to every child 
that should be present at his funeral. The etfect of this was, says 
the City Press, that the churchyard walks were literally lined with 
children, to the number of G00 ur 700, and their pennies were (uy 
distributed to them there. Another provision of the will ordered 
a shilling to be given to every poor woman in Wath, whilst to his 
own daughter he only bequeathed the pittance of four guiueas jer 
annum. An old woman had for eleven years attended him ; to her 
he bequeathed the munificent sum of one guinea only, for, as he 
expressed it, “tucking him upin bed.” A further whimey of tlc 
selfish humorist was a bequest of forty dozen penny buns, to be 
thrown from the church tower at noon on Christmas Day for ever. 
For some years the forty dozen buns continued to be thrown from 
the shares tower, in accordance with the will. A large crowd 
scrambled for the buns in the churchyard below, and indulged in 
such horseplay that limbs were broken in the struggle. These 
lamentable results led to the distribution of only six dozen from 
the church tower in the manner enjoined by the will, the remaiuiug 
thirty-four dozen being quietly given away below. 


26th December, 1883.—Mr. Thomas Holloway, proprietor 
of the popular pills and ointment, died this day, leaving an im- 
mense fortune. He is said to have expended £45,000 a year in ai- 
vertisements. When Charles Dickens was publishing in mouthly 
parts his “Dombey and Son,” Holloway sent him a cheque for 
£1,000, with a request that a line in praise. of Holloway’s piils 
might be inserted in one of the chapters. Dic kens, however, was 
not to be bribed in this way. He seut the cheque back, uot even 
deigning to give Mr. Holloway the satisfaction of a reply. Large 
as the amount may appear for such a trivial return, it was buta 
fraction of what Holloway spent in advertising. Since 1877 
£40,000 was expended annually by this one man. His advertire- 
ments were translated into nearly every kuown tongue, such a3 
Chinese, Turkish, Armenian, Arabic, Sanscrit, most of the vernacu- 
lars of India, and al! the languages spoken on the European conti- 
nent. Mr. Holloway could Boast of numbering kings, priuces, aud 
other distinguished persons among his correspondents. 
pA A Lao ath lat Rieti) eds 


27th December, 1872.—Dean Ramsay, who died this day at 
Edinburgh, has given some anecdotes of old Scottish convivialitir-. 
The most frequent health was for the drinker to say to his friew. 
“Here's tye.” _In one of Fergusson's songs, after grace had bua 
said and the claret brought in, we have— 
“Quo deacon ; let the toast round gang. 
Come, here's our noble eel’s— 
Weel met the day!” 
Other customary toasts were “The Land o’ Cakes,” “ Heze's health, 
wealth, wit, and meal,” and one that appears to haves been quite 
pertinent as regards the first desideratum—* Mair sense and mair 
siller.” He also gives a description of the mode of drinking a toast 
with Highland honours, a ceremony calculated to startle an 
unenlightened Southerner. 


28th December, 1694.—Queen Mary, consort of W ‘liam 
II]., who tue King said during the seventeen years of their readin 
life “had never been guilty of an indiscretion,” died this day. It 
is recorded that by her example it became as much a fashion among 
ladies of quality to do needlework as it had formerly been hi oe 
idle. Says the good Mr. Butler, speaking of “the herd of fas te 
able female triflers” of 1811, “their history is ally comprised ip 
the few following words :—born, slept, rose, ate, dressed, suuiice. 
danced, sang, yawned, sickened, died.” . Hall's 

28th December, 1867.—An explosion occurred this day at Hall 
powder-mills at Faversham, Eleven work people perished in tt 
disaster. Only smail portions of the remains were recovered, au 
hardly any could be identified. 


29th December, 1667.—“ At night,” says Pepys, under this 
date, “comes Mrs. Turner to see us, and there, among other talk. 
she tells us that Mr. William Ten, who is lately come over ae 
Ireland, is a Quaker again, or some very melancholy thing; that z 
cares for no company, nor comes into any, which is a Beer 
thing, after his oo abroad 80 long, aul his father such au ly pu 
critical rogue, and at this time an Atheist.” ar : 

29th Decexter, 1674.—Marshal Turenne, “the God-like,” as Far 
calls him, this day gained ie victory over the German forces 
ueoueet. He was a the next year, aged sixty-four, ‘ 
Saltzbach, by a cannon ball. _ 

29th December 1594.—On this day John Chastel, a fanatic gout if 
who at the instigation of the Jesuits attempted to assassivitv 
Henry IV. of France, was put to death by horrible tortures. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 
will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL. the Pre 


” tothe 
£15 prictor of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HoLiDAy,” tt 
next-of-kin of any he, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway S: een 
on duty excepted), who should happen to meet with his or rer ‘a 
in a Railway Accident, in any part of the United coo Ae 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPERS dent 
HoLipay” is found upon the Deceased at the time of the Acc? Sai 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published every Taare: i 
morning at 10 o'cloek, and the Insurance lasts une week | rom 
time, expiring at 10 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 
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THE LAY OF THE WARRIOR SUPER. 


—_~—— 


AT night I’m a warrior bold, 
And numberless foes | defy; 

In the day, when the manager “slangs,” 
I don't dare say a word in reply. 


At night IT my trusty sword flash 
From its scabbard with attitude 
stern ; 
In the day, just to rest the old girl, 
1 oft give the mangle a turn, 


At night I attack castle walls, 
And follow when our leader bids ; 
In the day, while the missus goes 


our, 
I look after the house and the kids, 


At night I a 
banner un- 
furl, 

And wave it 
when vic- 
tory'’s won; 

In the day— 
yes, and 
often, worse 
luck— 

1 have to the 
pawn-shop to 
run, 

At night to the 
victor I 
drink, 

In a bright 
brimming 
goblet of 


gold; 

Then off with 
my war-paint ~ 
and things, 


Just iu time to get two of gin cold. 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Manis now giving Two Substantial Presents away 
erery week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY "— 
one toa Lady, and one toa Gentleman, All that has to be done 
tstocut ont and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant ts in want of,” and post it to :— 

ALLY’S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Stoprrics,” 
9 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 

*," Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 
“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” December 22nd, 1888. 


Name.. 


Address 


®“Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
99th WEEK. 
RESULT OF DECEMBER 8th COMPETITION. 
The following Applicants have been Awarded 
“SLOPER PRESENTS.” 


1, Mrs. H. FRITY, 1 Carrington Street, Mayfatr, LONDON. 
A DOZEN LARGE KNIVES. 
2. F. RASTIN, Devonshire Road, Mottingham, ELTHAM. 


A SWORD STICK. 
TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements, as under, will be in- 
verted in this column free of charge, pro- 
vided the Sender's Name and Address 
ereenclosed with the Acvertisement, not 
Jur publication, but as a guarantee of 
goo Saith, 

Joorsie undertakes, free of charge and 
post-trec, to forward unopened, to the 
parties intcrested, all letters reevived in 
reply to the advertisements inserted, 
Airertisements already received, which 
do net appear below, will be inserted as 
soon as xsnace admits, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 


99 Shoe Lane, London, F.C, 


r P . 
IOLA, aged 26, medium height, curly 
brown hatr, dark eyes, good figure, tho- 

roughly etneated, pianist, but possessing no 
towry, would be pleased to hear from a gentle- “ 
hin of means and education, with a view to Marp (Aged 22). 
*. euly marriage; a loving heart of more 
lion than youth, Advertiser would make n faithful and affectionate 
wi ving her life to the happiness of a loving husband, Address—" VIOLA,” 
d roe 8 MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, 


~ 


ee ae ES 

GENTLEMAN (Professional), by birth and education, aged 30, 
just returned from a tour ronnd the world, desires to open a correspon- 
pet a young and attractive lady, of good social position and education, 
xe necomplisned, of pleasing manners and agreeable disposition. Private 
ie hot so much an object if found suitable in other respects. Replies. 
naling photo, full particulars, name and address (in contidence) to“ ALBERT,” 
T1E's MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, 


denne 
M 


BC: 

A YOUNG Lady, aged 24, medium height, brown hair, hazel eves, 

vee toeuliered good looking, wishes to correspond with a gentleman with a 

ike ne carly marriage. Advertiser is very cheerful and loving, and would 

ance t ery domesticated wife for a steady, affectionate man, Reply, with 

x i possible, to “ MILDRED,” “ TOOTSIE'S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY.” “ The 
lees,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


oy K, aged 26, height 5 ft. 9 in., fair, wishes to correspond, with 
‘aftherine to matrimony, with a young lady about 18 to 24; must be very 
fo ‘cna rh domesticated and musical, and capable of making a bright home 
: ce nl wusband, Send photo, which can be revurned (if d sired). Address— 
iP ’ paooTst E'S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 29 Shoe Lane, 


Sa ACS ee se come 

A LADY, aged 22, thoroughly domesticated, an ornhen, with no 
shat eee to love, would like to correspond with a yenticman, aged 
Wieaee He must be passable looking, and able to keep a wife in comfort. 
Sostan With photo, which will be returnied—" Lorrir,” “Toorsie’s MaTRI- 
SIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Loudon, E.C. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


=p 

*,* In consequence of the enormous number of letters received, we 
are unable to publish those selected as soon as we could desire ; 
but the Editor wishes to assure his Correspondents that all 
letters of importance and interest, and of moderate length 
will be sure to find a place ultimately in his Letter-Box, and 
he therefore invites corrcapondence on all subjects, 


DERROOGHTR, UPPER ASSAM, EAST INDIES, 
October 9th, 1888, 

DEAR S1r,—As the introducer of your world-renowned journal 
into this sphere of the globe, | was recently honoured with a de- 
putation ot your readers suggesting we should start a subscription 
and, with your consent, invite your daughter, Tootsie (in our 
Opinion the most enchanting of the female tribe we have ever 
heard of), and those dear girls from the Friv., on a visit to this 
country during the coming season, On having your consent, 
we will take immediate steps for remitting the cost of passages, etc., 
and arranging all other matters of minor detail. The trip, | am 
sure, would do the girls all the good in the world, besides affording 
them the greatest of pleasure. My wife and family would be most 
delighted to have any of the dear ladies stopping with us. Before 
concluding my short epistle, there is a gross piece of injustice I 
have to complain of, viz., though promised by you long ago, | have 
never received the “Sloper Award of Merit” for my unabated zeal 
in introducing your worthy self and Family to the Johnnies up 
here. I trust I shall not have to call your attention to this omis- 
sion again. Believe me, dear sir, faithfully yours, 

ALLY SLOPER, Esq. P, AUGUSTUS VYCKHAM. 


45 COLEBROOKE Row, ISLINGTON GREEN, N. 
December 7th, 1888. 

DEAR FRIEND OF THE Poor,—Deeply grateful thanks from the 
Poor, the Maimed, and the Halt for your most generous help of 
fifty tickets, After twenty-nine years spent “exclusively ” among 
the London Poor, your benefactions of last year proved the most 
beneficial of ony gifts ever received. Very thankful. 

A. STYLEMAN HERRING (Vicar, 8, Paul's, Clerkenwell). 


GORLESTON, SUFFOLK. December 8th, 1888. 
DEAR S1R,— Knowing how ready you are at all times to help any 
ood work, | have been induced to lay our case before you. In 
881 I collected funds and purchased a lifeboat called the Refuge 
—a splendid boat—and established here the first Volunteer Lite- 
boat. Since '81 she has been instrumental in saving 132 lives from 
shipwreck, On Saturday, the 10th of last month, whilst entering 
Yarmouth Harbour after having rendered important services toa 
steamer in distress, a heavy sea struck the boat and capsized her. 
I have sent you a copy of the Yarmouth Mercury, which will give 
you more information than | can write, As well as the loss of four 
valuable lives, our dear old lifeboat has become a total wreck, aud 
I am now making an effort to raise funds to build our gallant 
fellows another Volunteer boat. The boat and gear will cost about 
£600, and my object in writing is to ask if you would help us in 
some form. Your “ ALLY SLOPER” is 80 largely circulated and 
heartily appreciated that I am inclined to believe that an appeal in 
it would be readily responded to, I should be only too pleased to 
give you any information | can, Our boat was getting into years, 
and before we purchased her she was the property of the Storm 
Company of Beachmen, who had already saved over 800 lives with 
her. We may roughly state that the R-fuge had been the means 
of saving over 1,000, without a single accident until this unfortu- 
nate occurrence. You may possibly think of some other means 
of helping us, if so, I should be extremely glad to hear from you. 
Pardon me for writing to you, but | am confident the object | have 
in view will be a good excuse, Believe me, dear sir, 
Yours faithfully, R. GODFREY BATELY. 


KENSINGTON CHAMBERS, BLACKBURN, December 8th, 1888. 
MY DEAR FRIEND ALLY,—Many thanks for my character to 
hand, which is pronounced by my friends to be correct, and so true 
that you might have been my pa, The wife says the line “rather 
impatient temper,” is too true. Hope this changeable weather 
does not spoil the beautiful glow on your dear old nose. You are 
quite a popular man in these parts, and when your better half de- 
parts to a better land would have no difficulty in finding another 
wife amongst our Lancashire lasses. Hoping your shadow will 
never grow less, and that you and the Family will have A Merry 

Christmas, I am, yours truly, FRANK J, HOLLOWAY. 


THE BREWERY. YEOVIL, December 10th, 1888, 
RESPECTED ALLY,—Will you kindly convey to your Grapholo- 
gist my sincere thanks for the “delineation,” which my friends 
aver is “ridiculously ” correct. Roll on the Watch. 
ours “ Unsweetened "-ly, BRUTTON RIDGWAY. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS RECEIVED :—Proprictor of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLI!- 
Day,” £25; Mra. Watson, £1 18.; Mrs. PUNNELL, 28.; S. B., 68.; G. FINLAY, 
2s, 6d.; W. SCANDRETT, 28, 6d.; H. A. GoFP, 2s.; F. GIBSON, 1 
la.; A. W.C., 18.3; ALFRED COB, 6d.; J. W. T., 3.; J. McC 
FENWICK, 2d.; D. GOLDMAN, 2d.; A. ABRAHAMS, 2d,; J. W. M,, 28.5 LITTLE 
NELL1£ and FaToHer, 2s.; W. J. HAINE, 1s.; G. H. F., 6d.; J. H. M,, 18.3 
WELL-WISHER, 6d.; Pick 'EM UP, evc., 3d.; HENRY TOWERS, 1s.; EDWARD 
WoOoPWARD, 2d.; J. M. (King’s Heath), ls.; JouN PARKINSON, 28. 6«. 

Making a total received up to December 12th, 1888—£27 12s, 5d. 
DE TROP. 
I'D catalogue no lady’s charms— 
I wouldn't, if I could ; 
But once within my sheltering arms 
A little lady stood, 
My arm around a little waist 
Stole gently, firmly, then— 
It was a fairy | embraced— 
Oh, luckiest of men! 


A broidered ankle outward stept 
From daintiest of dresses, 

And o'er my shoulder flowed and swept 
The silkiest of tresses ! 

She smiled Bpan me, and with lips 
So full, and round, and sweet. 

What is that thrill when finger-tips 
In one slight pressure meet? 

IT loved at once—I'd found my fate— 
The only girl I'd marry ; 

To ask papa I'd hasten straight— 
What need was there to tarry ? 


Without my host, alas! I'd reckoned— 
To dream of love or marriage. 

“1 mustn't stay,” she said, “a second ; 
They've called my husband's carriage!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“THE subject of man,” said Sairey Ann to Mary Jane, “is a mys- 
tery J can’t master, but when you come to woman, mum’s the 
word, 

LAND-OWNERS are not supposed to be partial to earth-quakes, 

et there is no donbt that these are productive of ground-rents. 

“THIs is the force of habit,” Brown said as he tried to squeeze 
into his tight-fitting coat ; “but things are not what they seam,’ 
he added, as it began to rip open, 

THE man who squared his shoulders has just married the girl 
who arched her brows and rounded her lips, 


LANOT, 3¢.; J. 


MRS. DANDO’S DAUGHTER’S HUSBAND. 


A DOMESTIC CHRONICLE OF SIN AND SORROW. 
RELATED BY MRS, DANDO, 
——— —(Continued.) 


WHEN I hear the key in the lock [ confess my heart fails me, and 
T should like to run away and hide, 1 hear him exclaim, * What is 
the meaning of 
all this?" anda 
moment _ later, 
“Who has 
dared to—" 
Butat this point 
Maud _ springs 
out at him, and 
Q& moment later 
Mr, Tomlinson 
is hugged! 

* 


. . 

Tor the last 
two hours I 
have felt that 
we are all stand. 
ing on the 
mouth of a 
raging volcano, 
and that pre- 
sently there will 
Le a territic ex- 
ponon: I never 

new anyone 
goon like Maud, 
And the way 
she does chatf 
Mr. Tomlinson ! 
How she can 
dare I have no 
notion, Matilda 
and [| sit awe- 
stricken and 
silent. Mr. 
Tomlinson sorter smoulders—sometimes white as a sheet, and then 
bright crimson, 


Tomlinson ts hugged ! 


* * * * * * 

She has been singing us an Indian song. She has insisted on Mr. 
Tomlinson singing “The Village Blacksmith,” and he has done it. 
She says after supper she always takes a little warm grog. Mr. 
Tomlinson says that he shall not read usa chapter to-night, We 
do not go to bed till a quarter past one, | am altogether too aston- 
ished to make any observation, 

* * * * * * 

Next morning Mr. Tomlinson comes downstairs os solemn and 
straight-laced as usual. Mand does not come down to breakfast. 
Mr. Tomlinson says, “ Mra, Dando, | have been reflecting upon the 
events of the night. Your daughter's levity, following so quickly 
upon the bereavement she has sustained, is scarcely decorous,. 1 
should like you 
to make inqui- 
ries as to her 
plans and pros- 

ects for the 

uture, as I need 
hardly point out 
to you that, if 
she is to become 
a resident in this 
house, a more 
sedate, and | 
might almost 
say decent, be- 
haviour is 
nec Be 
As he is going 
out, Maud ap- 
pears on the 
stairs in her 
Indian dressing- 
gown, and calls 
out, “Johnny, 
dear!" 

She means 
Mr. Tomlinson. 
She has actually 
called him 
Johnny, when 
Matilda and I 
have never even 
ventured to call 
him John. He 
seems atartled 
for a few moments, but he turns and smiles gracefully at her. — 

“Johnny, dear,” she says again, “1 forgot to ask you last night. 
I am dying to go to the play, and so is Matilda, Can't you get us 
tickets for four?” 

“ Really,” says Mr. Tomlinson, “Iam not in the habit of attend- 
ing theatrical performances, nor do I approve——” a 

“Oh, nonsense! Mind you bring us the tickets, We'll be all 
ready dressed and waiting.” 


“Tho Village Pl: 


* * * * * * 

In the evening Mr. Tomlinson actually does bring the tickets, or 
rather something just as good. He brings the card of a gentleman 
he knows who is connected with the press, which has only to be 
shown, and we shall be passed into the best places. 

Mr. Tomlinson, who objects to theatres upon principle, says it is 
not quite so bad if you go for nothing, as your attendance in that 
case does not 
actually benefit 
the degraded 
persons con- 
nected with the 
wretched place. 

Maud says, 
“Never — mind, 
I hope it will 
be something 
nice.” 

We arrive at 
the theatre 
door, Mr. Tom- 
linson  alights 
first, and assisis 
ustoalight with 
great stateli- 
ness, and then 
discharges the 
brougham, tell- 
ing him at what 
hour he is to re- 
turn, (We 
thought the gig 
would hardly do 
to come in in 
our low dresses 
nud wreathe.) 
Then Mr. Tom- 
1 linson advances 

ad boldly up the 

passage, and, 
presenting his 
friend's card, sars, “This is right, I believe—four places.” 

A forward, stuck-up looking person in the passage looks at the 
card through an eveglass, and says, * What's this?” 

(Te be continued next week), 


i 
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In her Indian dreesing-gown. 
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No, 58.—Mr. E, L. BLANCHARD, F.O.S, 


“Sometime or other during our Journey through this weary 
life, we may, some of us, have heard the word ‘fairy’ bleated 
gently into our ear. Now there are various opinions as to the 

rsonal appearance of a fairy ; the most common iden fs, we 

lieve, that she tsa sort of cross-breed between a ballet-girl 
and an angel. E. L. Blanchard, the well-known fairy- ucer, 
insisted, during a recent interview, that the definition of an 
angel would be the most applicable to a fairy. Well, we will 
not attempt to refute this statement, as, if Blanchard ts not 
able to give a correct opinion, who should ? for he has asso- 
ciated with fairies ever since his birth. E. L. emphatic. 
ally denies the current statement that fairies are fond of little 
suppers and sealskin Jackets. These are his words, * There are 
various Classes of fairies,’ sald he, ‘as, of course, you will under- 
stand; but I can assure you that my fairies woul! no more 
think of accepting a jacket than they would a gold watch.’ 
Our hero {s, as most people know, Fairy-Provider-in-Chief to 
the Drury Lane pantouudmes, so ts, of course, the principal fairy- 
producer in England. Chiefly because he ts King of the Fairies, 
our hero was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit 
presented to him, February 13th, 1886.”—Debrett improved. 


Gertie, Oh, Flo! I do wish I was a big girl. Flo. Why? 
Gertie, Oh! then the stupid fellows would take notice of us 
when we pelt them. 


fe 1 what's that, Mr. le? 
Husband. It’s all ri’, dear, Smith, Wilks and I drewsh 
h ‘tween us, and thish fs mysh—(hic)—ehare, Savesh 


yoush from buying Chris'mas dinner, ducky. 


t4A (to wife). You seem pleased over your motto, Nellie. 
(joyfully). Oh, yes, dear; it says T shall be married 
! ( Fitztiff thinks it over. 
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COMING DOWN A CRACKER. 


out a blemish on your character! 


\q 7 WSs 


TimE—Christmas Eve. 


Wife. Ah, Robert! I thonght you would come to grief, pulling in the manner you did. 
Husband. Bosh, madam, bosh !—nothing of the kind ; I haven't come to grief. (Attempting to rise, Curbstone’s head. 
and groaning). No—ugh !—grief has come to me. Second Friend. Or his legs, dear, I should say! 


is name it wag Lrnest. ond 
e yearned fo pore lo tRe 

fovely Moud, but Rot 
é, kadjechve quin: 
lefsence of o Jeru: J 
‘7 


IT wish youd go!Kes tRose 
ovefy nuts hon D.J fook on. 
the squitre tick ‘ 
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wit Ris gam p mSide out [C wos 
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Look oul Ma A ‘ 
fe whispered “Tm jas 
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